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S A R A H  K A T H R Y N  M O O R E
V ia  n e g a t i v a
O have you seen the devle with his mikerscope and  
scalpul a-lookin a t a kidney with a slide cocked up.
— from Jack the Rippers “Openshaw Letter”
M y w ork is the body; I love m y  w ork  and  1 w an t  to start again. 
In the hall o f  w onders,  the terrible co lo n n ad e  replicates daily: 
narwhal, shells from the Seven Seas, seven h u n d re d  paintings, an 
egg the A bbot found  inside an o th e r  egg, coconu t,  basilisk, w hale’s 
teeth, blue blood in a ginger beer bottle. It’s said that in a week one  
can c ircum navigate  the whole structure , an d  indeed St. Euphrosyne 
is flying over us now, straddling  a dowel three inches in d iameter. 
She is heading  for the college of mirrors, to the grid o f  dead where 
each person has three corpses. H ere is Joan: she is in ecstasy; she is 
cu t t in g  th rough  h u m an ;  she is s itting  and  her flesh is tailing off, all 
w ith o u t  leaving her cell. Is this so different from  o u r  native country, 
eco n o m y  o f  b o u g h t  drinks and  d ro p p ed  calls, eco n o m y  o f  sexual 
dissonance? A dm it it: no t long ago, som e w o m en  were so holy they 
bricked the w om en  in. Tfiey were sick and  had visions, honey, brass 
nights, teeth. Are you different from me? D ru n k  on  terror, caught 
glance, d ro p p ed  glass, glossy v i tam in  smell o f  spring? A n o th er  
bit of innards: in the b indery  the m erchan t  m em oirs  shuffle into 
chronological order. I’m  here because the skin is too  small, I d o n ’t 
fit. I hey w o n ’t fix m e just yet. A nd  you are in the sacristy, w o n d er  
of m an n a  fallen, foetus, bee. W h e n  will you qu it  separating  bones 
from eggs? Ihe  life studies vary weekly— wall o f  hands, wall o f  hips. 
Are you ready to face the wall o f  the body? In the chancery, the 
marginal hydras m u tte r  and  smoke. Ihe b ro th e r  on the night-stair  
falling thinks, Curse  it. H o ld  m e so hard I feel m y  muscles striate.
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